86                       Honor e de Balzac,
I bring you the most sublime mastei epistle of Madame Desbordes-Valmo which I have; I reserve it for you. To-I hope to be delivered of u Eugenie Gr uscript will be finished. I must inline touchez pas a la hache."
I do not know how it is that you can so often into the midst of that atmos pedantry. But also I know there is n< as to be in the midst of society with a my beautiful angel, nay Eva, my treas world is ignorant.
Nothing could be more false than told you about Madame C . . . Y< love, that the ambitious manner in w myself in society must engender a the thousand absurd versions. To give 3 have a glass I value, a saucer, out an angel of grace and goodness who of her age, drank for the last timi mother, who loved me, kept it on hi years. "Well, my lawyer heard some reading-room say that my life was a man, a glass, a saucer; and my taler things of love and pride and noblen* which others would rather calumniate 1
Latouche has said a frightful thin^ of my friends. He met him on the qrow.
